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HOLLYWOOD LOOKS AT A NEW STAR 


N its comparatively short life Holly- 

wood has sought after many strange 
gods. It has made gods of young men 
and women. It has diefied fame, 
beauty, strength, success, and fortune. 
It has sought through the world for 
talented souls to grace its celluloid 
altars. It has sought to conquer the 
whole world—and it has given the 
world to its favorites. 

Its religion has been purely a wor- 
ship of materialism. It has held most 
sacred, and most blessed, those who 
have made the most material progress. 
Its greatest stars have been its richest 
stars. Its richest stars have been its 
brightest stars, its most beloved stars. 

Oh, not infrequently, Hollywood 
has injected idealistic scenes in mov- 
ing pictures; now and then it has 
even taken cognizance of God in por- 
traying the problems of men and 
women; sometimes it has even 
preached to the world outside its 
boundaries beautiful sermons on loy- 
alty, patriotism, unselfishness, the 
cardinal virtues, and the glory of self- 
sacrifice. 

But, in these tributes to Christian 
principles, it has been guided solely 
by a knowledge of box-office values. 
Making pictures on religious themes, 
it has ever been true to its own religion 
of the dollar. 

And now, glutted with glory, and 
sated with the sanctity of success, 
Hollywood is wondering if there isn’t 
some better religion to cling to. 

Perhaps the war is, in part, respon- 
sible for this disquiet. The devotees 
of riches have found themselves de- 
serted by their god. The more money 
they make, the more they must give 
up. The more money they have, the 
harder their lot. Movie stars accus- 
stomed to making $5,000 a week from 
the studios—and as much more, in 
some instances, from the radio—find 
themselves worse off than people mak- 
ing $40 or $50 a week. They can't 
get servants to keep their mansions 
comfortable and clean. They-must be 
their own servants. Some are even 
doing their own washing. They can- 





by Eddie Doherty 


not get men to work in their gardens; 
consequently stars, directors, writers, 
and producers must watch their beau- 
tiful flower beds become choked and 
over-run by weeds—or they must dig 
the earth themselves, burning their 
fair skins in the torrid sunshine, 
breaking their backs with unaccus- 
tomed toil, and giving their muscles 
worse torture than is inflicted on the 
diggers of ditches. 


HE war is responsible for the 

lack of servants, and the paucity 
of ready money. It is responsible for 
the change in Hollywood’s ideas — 
the wonder about a religion beyond 
the religion of materialism. 

The war has convinced Hollywood 
that the gods of gold are false gods; 
that they offer no real security to the 
faithful, no real rewards to the devout. 

The war has set Hollywood to think- 
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ing. And it is thinking of God. Like 
the magi of old, it has seen a 
bright star in the evening skies — a 
star new and tantalizing, a star that 
fills the beholder with a great wonder, 
a star hanging not over a palace but 
above a stable. 

It may not follow that star to the 
stable. It may never journey to Beth- 
lehem and kneel in adoration at the 
manger, where the Child lies waiting. 
And yet — 

ECENTLY I went to Hollywood 

to write the story of the Sulli- 
vans, five Irish-American sailors who 
went down on the U.S.S. Juneau after 
a battle in the Solomons. I*was asked 
to write a “Catholic story” about these 
five Catholic boys, which, eventually 
would be made into a “Catholic” pic- 
ture. The mere fact that I came not 
as an ordinary writer, but as “Catho- 
lic” writer, interested Hollywood in- 
tensely. I had been in the film colony 
only a few hours before I was beset 
by people who wanted to know some- 
thing of the Catholic faith. 

Men would come into the office 
where I wrote, and would stay for 
hours, asking questions about God, 
about the Virgin Mary, about the 
saints and the reasons for their pop- 
ularity with Catholics—asking ques- 
tions and giving their own ideas. 

Men whose names are great in Holly- 
wood were among those who came 
seeking information about God. 
Oddly enough, most of them were 
humble in their attitude—not that I 
was, in any way, a theologian or a 
scholar, or a compendium of infor- 
mation on my religion. The mere 
fact that I was a Catholic who could 
tell them something about Catholic- 
ism was enough to bring them. 

It wasn’t only the men who were in- 
terested. 


NE night we sat for hours in 
Romanoff’s, a major in the army, 
a beautiful movie star who still calls 
herself a Catholic, a famous director, 
his wife, and I. We talked about 


(Continued on Page 4) 
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AND CAIN ANSWERED ... 


ANKS captured Tunisia . . . three Negroes lynched 
in Mississippi .. . Africa falls to the Allies... Ala- 
bama workers walk out when Negroes are given equal 
rate of pay ... Pantelleria surrenders to Air-attack .. . 
Negroes are refused jobs in a war factory ... ten Jap 
ships are sunk in Pacific . ,. Negro soldier shot at camp. 
Victorious Americans and their Allies march on the 
battlefronts of the World. Hope surges in the hearts 
of conquered peoples . . . with new courage men pray 
for peace ... to the God of Justice ... White men. 
In the East men listen and watch. They see far. . 
hope wanes in their hearts for—in Texas and Detroit 
hope is being killed . . . hope is in the throes of death. 
Race riots rage there .. . and above the roar of victorious 
guns, the thunder of God’s voice can be heard, asking 
the modern Cain about his brother, Abel. 

The old answer comes back — “How do I know . 
Am I my ,brother’s keeper?” The fruits of victory fade, 
turning to ashes. In vain now are men’s, prayer for 
peace ... FOR PEACE IS THE FRUIT OF JUSTICE 
. and America has not meted out justice to her dark- 
skinned brother . she has plunged deep the sword 
of hatred in his defenseless back . . . she shall have no 
lasting peace until she takes it out and begs him to 
forgive her. Victorious she can... she shall be... on 
the battlefields . . . but she will lose the war and her 
soul with it, if she forgets to remember that Christ is 
in the Negro also. 


OR five years now, we of Friendship Houses have 

raised our small voice, in and out of season, calling, 
begging, demanding, imploring that JUSTICE be given 
to the Negroes of America. Over and over again, we 
have warned and foretold that selfishness and greed — 
race hatreds and prejudices — have only one end — 
DEATH. Death of a Nation’s soul. America’s soul . 
that is so breath-takingly beautiful in its endless charity 
to the poor of the world! In its original hunger for 
Justice, God’s justice, which gave birth to the lope of 
millions of little, forgotten, oppressed peoples . . . that 
soul... cannot die. And so we cannot even now, when 
rivers of fratricide blood run in her fair cities . . . stop 
calling to it, louder and louder . . . to arise, and follow 
the paths of God to TRUE VICTORY, that leads to 
His peace, which is the only REAL AND LASTING ONE, 

Small is our voice... tiny ... lost easily in the noises 
of total war... in the canyons of our vast cities . 
in the endless spaces of our mighty land. Lost... maybe, 
but not raised in vain. For no voice, calling to God - 
for men and to men... is ever lost! Aghast, appalled, 
sorrowful, tearless . . . fierce the pain that pierces our 
hearts with many swords .. . we still turn our faces to 


God . . . imploring!!! 


669 ORD of Hosts, have mercy on us. Forgive the 
modern Judases of our land, who have sold You 
again in the Negro for thirty pieces of silver—that is 





not silver but bitter prejudice. Give them the gift of 
repentance! 

“Lord of the desperate, have mercy on us. Forgive 
the modern Pilates of our land, who, even now, wash 
their hands, from You in the Negro . . . delivering 
You, unjustly, to the blood-crazy multitudes. Give them 
the gift of repentance! 

‘Lord of Pain and Bloody Tears, have mercy on us. 
Forgive the modern Peters of our land, who even now 
deny You in the Negro .. . to the servants of the World. 
Give them the gift of repentance and fortitude ... ! 

“Lord of the Cross, have mercy on us. Forgive the 
modern Josephs of Arimathea, who even now, are so 
full of human respect that they will come out to bury 
You in the dead Negroes . . . only after the kill. Give 
them the gift of repentance and fortitude! 

“Lord of the Beatitudes, have mercy on us. Forgive 
the modern Thomases, who even now, will not believe. 
until they see Your wounds in the lynched, crucified 
Negroes of today. Give them the gift of repentance 
and faith! 

“HAVE MERCY ON US, HAVE MERCY ON US, 
HAVE MERCY ON US OF AMERICA ... do not let 
the anger of Thy Justice overcome the Infiniteness of 
Thy merey. Send us anew the Paraclete . . . Thy spirit 
of Love .. . to give us sight, to give us strength, to give 
us Faith . .. to see in the Negro Thy Holy Face, and 
our Brother in YOU. To arise and stand by him in this, 
his hour of need. Like St. John stood by Thy Cross. 
Lord, make us just . . . so that we can pray, and You 
can give us YOUR PEACE. For without it we shall 
perish. Behold us, THY CHILDREN OF AMERICA, 
THE BEAUTIFUL. HAVE MERCY ON US, SON OF 
DAVID... CURE OUR BLINDNESS . . . STRETCH 
FORTH THY HAND... RESCUE US FROM THE 
ABYSS OF ETERNAL DEATH, AMEN.” 


STREAMLINED CHARITY 


ING heigh ho for Charity 


She isn’t what she used to be! 


An eight-hour shift is now her day; 
Her biggest worry is her pay. 


(Haloes are quite out of date!) 
There is gas to buy for the Ford V-8. 


Her office groans with bulging files 
Crammed with data — plus some miles. 


Of questions, as to race and creed 
And how it happens you are in need. 


She’s noted for efficiency 
So don’t expect to get things free. 


For she has other things to do 
Than smile upon the likes of you. 


Yep, too late, she’s locked the door! 
Office hours from 8-4, 


by Sister M. P. 


reprinted from Spirit, Sept. 1941 








* * 


as 


t+ 


> 


¢ «2 


-2 


ee: 


* @ 


2 = 


> 


¢ «2 


* % 


* ¥ 


TERRACIAL 


HARLEM FRIENDSHIP HOUSE NEWS 





STAFF REPORTER 
by N. J. G. 

IKE a waterfall tumbling down 

the rocks, events have followed 
each other with a happy rush the past 
few weeks. Heartbreaking there is 
so little space to try to do them justice. 

To the greater glory and honor 
of God, a good and loyal friend, 
Father Fred McTernan, was ordained 
and said his first Mass in June. We 
were all there, thrilled to be part of 
such a glorious occasion. 

. One of our first Volunteers, for- 
ever part and parcel of Friendship 
House, Marion Fitzgerald was mar- 
ried to Ensign John O’Brien in July. 
A beautiful Nuptial Mass with Father 
Ford officiating. Very wonderful to 
see so many of the Mother’s Club and 
children there. 

. The last Friday night in June 
saw the library overflowing with 
Mothers, for the induction ceremony 
of the new officers. Congratulations 
to Mrs. Mahon.on her re-election for 
the third time. And to all the officers, 
both new and old. Friendship House 
could not carry on without its mothers 
—their support in the training of the 
children is our staff and our rod. 

. .. Supplementing the Staffers this 
summer came two visiting volunteers. 
Mabel Knight from Pittsfield, Mass. 
+8 charming gay person, generously 
donating her summer to Christ’s poor 
in Harlem. And Esther Davis from 
Cleveland, Ohio. Only sixteen . 
she too has come to serve and study 
in this little, crowded corner of His 
vineyard. Esther’s spirit of coopera- 
tion is a joy to behold! 

EGGING again . . . so necessary 

that I must . if Friendship 

House is to survive the summer. There 
are so many children who NEED SO 
BADLY to go to Camp .. . there are 
the never-ending bills to pay — rent, 
gas, light, food, educational fund. How 
can we pay them, unless I appeal to 
you? I asked BI. Martin and he “said” 
to go ahead. He has never let us 
down in five years . . . nor have you. 
So, please remember Friendship 
House . . . please, as generously as 
you can. Surely the recent riots — the 
possibility of more — are reasons 
enough to thank God that a place like 
Friendship House exists. For IN- 
JUSTICE has always 
been—and always will be—the key- 
note of our work for Christ and the 
poor. 
WANTED: One electric iron by a 
barrack’s full of Negro soldiers in New 
Jersey. If you have an extra iron... 
please send it to me and I'll forward 
it. And thanks so much, 
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CHICAGO HOUSE 


309 EAST 43rd STREET 
by Ann Harrigan 


UR Thursday night supper- 

seminars are proving just the 
thing. During supper we read a chap- 
ter from the “Soul of the Apostolate ;” 
conversation centers around ideas 
from it; Father Cantwell is there to 
keep us from going off the deep end 
theologically. For instance, did God 
mean we should love Him with our 
emotions when He said we should 
love Him with our whole heart? Are 
we to love God with our feelings, 
along with the basic element of the 
Will? (P.S.... the answer is both.) 
After supper we say Compline and 
sing the Salve Regina . . . that was 
the result of a pleasant lesson by Dr. 
Goetzel. 


The Good Shepherd Sisters are’ 


very kind to us, giving us bread and 
Kate Richards is doing yeo- 
man service these days, heat or no 
heat... and the same applies to Mar- 
cella Kummer whose cheerful chatter 
amuses us all. Mary Alice is a marvel 
of equanimity, rain or shine, she is 
gay yet thoughtful, generous. Of 
course, when it comes to Doc, I can’t 
use too many superlatives, for he is 
the king pin for volunteers. But this 
list would run a mile long if I were 
to mention all who are loyal, hard- 
working members of FH. 
ONSIGNOR HILLENBRAND, 
Father Putz of Notre Dame, 


Father Anderl of Winona, Father 
Gorey and his St, Vincent de Paul 
Society . . . and a host of other visi- 
tors come in and want to know why 
. why Interracial Justice, or in what 
direction are we going? One night we 
talked about scandal, the scandal that 
college presidents fear for those white 
Catholics who would leave their in- 
stitutions if colored were admitted. 
But what of the scandal to those 
Catholics who see this compromise 
with the teachings of Christ? And we 
spoke feelingly of Mother Dammann, 
President of Manhattanville College 
of the Sacred Heart in New York, 
whose annual lecture on “Racial Jus- 
tice” paved the way. And we spoke 
of Sister Madeleva of St. Mary’s, 
Holy Cross, who likewise broke down 
those artificial barriers of color 
(which do not exist in the Mystical 
Body of Christ) . . . and who also is 
integrating interracial material 
throughout the whole college course. 
UR faithful cook and dispenser 
of FH pamphlets, Mrs. Baldwin, 
we are sorry to say, has left FH, as 
we are expecting “Teevy,” one-time 
cook in Harlem FH, to come to 
Chicago House. The staff and volun- 
teers gave Mrs. Baldwin a _ black 
leather purse, but nothing could really 
express our feelings for her. Farewell 
and God bless you, Mrs. Baldwin! 








THE BARONESS JOTS IT DOWN 


LEWEY, alias Countess Flew- 

ginski, alias Floogie without the 
floy, but according to the popular 
birth-certificates of the day, Miss 
Grace Flewelling (she hates being 
called by her full name) is Friend- 
ship House’s real treasure. She is the 
only one of the “originals” left. She 
started with me, way back in Canada, 
even before the Friendship Houses 
were a reality. She was the FIRST 
to live in Toronto’s F.H. on a steady 
diet of pea-soup, because a generous 
donor gave us 200 pounds of peas. 
They lasted a whole year. Always 
faithful, loyal and cheerful. Without 
her Friendship House would not be 
the same. How could it be? Who 
would illustrate the begging letters, 
so that bill collectors would end up 
by leaving donations? Who would 
do posters that would make converts, 


just by being in the windows. What 
would the Youth Clubs do without 
them, when they call them to many 
activities and their faith, in accents of 
beauty pnmistakable? Who would 
make mimeographing a prayer and 
an art, as she does? Who would, in 
season and out, stimulate the love for 
the Liturgy and the’ Breviary, in 
simple words of such fire that it just 
had to “catch on?” Who would give 
us all an example of indentifying our- 
selves with the poor? Who could 
make everyone laugh at pithy, un- 
expected jokes, that well from a 
happy heart? Who would keep the 


library immaculate and cozy? Who 
would chase as thoroughly a_ lost 


book? Speak so fearlessly to drunks 

and thugs? Why, FLEWEY .. . 

Flewey, who comes to us from New 
(Continued on Page 4) 
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THE BARONESS JOTS IT DOWN 
(Continued from Page 3) 


Brunswick, Canada. Who has in her 
the blood of Welsh troubadours and 
poets. Everyone should know that 
Friendship House would loose much 
of its friendliness and joy without 
Flewey . . . she is tops. 


AM writing this under the shadow 

of an old pine tree, looking at an 
emerald-green lake. Yet the beauty 
around me does not allow me to for- 
get the aching pain of my legs, ex- 
hausted by miles of walking from 
farm to farm... on a little rural sur- 
vey of my own, to see how urban 
youth, white and Negro, fares “on the 
land.” But there is another ache that 
robs beauty from my heart, sleep 
from my weary eyes. And that is the 
thought that thousands of our chil- 
dren in Harlem and Chicago will not 
go to camps this year... of all years 
that they should. Juvenile delin- 
quency is mounting. A Catholic Camp 
is ready to take them—for $6.00 per 
week. Which is a miracle of “low 
rates” in 1943. We could send 100-200, 
had we the money. Friends, could 
you, would you spare, save, earn, all 
but steal . SIX DOLLARS TO 
SEND ONE MORE KID TO CAMP 
. .. PLEASE ... PLEASE. Send 
your money to 34 West 135th St., 
New York City 30, N. Y., or 309 East 
43rd St., Chicago. THANK YOU! 


HE Jerdo-Keating menage has 

moved again. Restless? No, just 
a matter of self-preservation versus 
charity. Of course, there was St. Bene- 
dict Joseph Labre and he rightfully 
thought that God created all things 
well, and so he allowed vermin and 
allied insects to feed on his body. But 
then, God gave him the grace neces- 
sary for such heroic endurance. It has 
been quite evident, even to a casual 
observer, that this grace was lacking 
in the host of other graces God has so 
generously showered on the Keating’s 

. and self-preservation won. Their 
new address, therefore, is 49 East 
Superior St., Chicago, Ill. Their new 
rooms are really lovely. They have a 
frigidaire and it is “frigid”... a fire 
place that burns a fire both 
miracles in that neighborhood in 
Chicago! I also predict a rapid in- 
crease in their advance to sanctity. 
For they are back of the Chancery 
Office and next door to the Maryknoll 
Fathers’ House. 
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nothing but God, and the need of 
people for His protection, His love, 
His guidance. 

The director had been an altar boy, 
thirty or forty years ago. He hadn't 
been to church in many years. But 
he had made several pictures along 
religious themes. 

I remember only one of the things 
he said. 

“I don’t care what religion a man 
professes, so long as he does have a 
religian. A man who doesn’t believe 
in anything is a pretty hopeless sort 
of creature. I wouldn’t call him a 
man.” 








Return to Frrenpsu1re House 
34 West 135th St., New York, N. Y. 
Return Postage Guaranteed 


Five weeks I spent in Hollywood, 
before the story of the Sullivans was 
completed. Five weeks I spent answer- 
ing questions about God, . 

Some of my interrogators were men 
who thought clearly about business, 
about stories, about other people, 
about life in general — and who 
wanted to think clearly about Catho- 
licism and about God. 

The ignorance some of these bril- 
liant people displayed when they 
talked about religion was amazing. 

One of them asked, in all earnest- 
ness, how any sane man could be 
asked to believe in the tenets of the 
Church in view of the fact that the 
Pope had canonized “The Little 
Flower” simply because her body 
smelled of raspberries when it was 
disinterred 25 years after her death! 

“There are several diseases that 
leave the smell of raspberries in a 
dead body,” he said. “So your little 
saint was canonized because she died 
of one of these diseases.” 

This man found it impossible to 
believe that there was no smell of 
raspberries in St. Therese’s body, that 
she was canonized because of miracles 
performed by God Almighty at her 
intercession, and that a palm which 
had been buried with her was green 
and fresh when her grave was opened, 
although her body had become but 
a heap of bones. 

A scientist, he said, had told him 
about the raspberries. He preferred 
to believe that fable — perhaps be- 
cause he was not yet ready for the 
truth. 

I don’t mean to imply that Holly- 
wood is turning, as a whole, to the 
worship of the true God; nor that any 
majority of its citizens is becoming 
religious-minded, 

But there is a hunger for God in 
Hollywood that is noticeable, a hunger 
that is growing, a hunger that must 


be filled. 


Sec. 562 P. L. & R. 
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